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* sitting at the table. Pantaleimon rose heavily from the
bench and went towards the door, stretching out his hands
before him as though he were blind.
Prokhor Zykov opened the gates, glanced at Dunia as
' she ran down the steps, and said in a cheerless tone :
" Here's a guest for you, . . . You weren't expecting us,
were you ? "
" Our darling ! My darling brother I " Dunia groaned,
wringing her hands.
Only then, as he stared at her face wet with tears, a
Pantaleimon standing speechless on the steps, did Prokho
think of saying:
" Don't get alarmed, don't get alarmed ! He's alive.
He's got typhus."
Pantaleimon weakly leaned his back against the doorpost.
" He's alive ! " Dunia shouted to him, laughing and
weeping. " Grishka's alive ! D'you hear ? They've brought
him home ill. Go and tell mother. Well, what are you
standing there for ? "
" Don't be alarmed, Pantaleimon Prokoffich! I've brought
him back alive, tut don't ask after his health," Prokhor
hurriedly confirmed as he led the horses into the yard.
Pantaleimon took a few uncertain paces, then sank down
on one of the steps. Dunia flew like a whirlwind past him
into the house to reassure her mother. Prokhor halted the
horses right by the steps, and looked at Pantaleimon.
ct What are you sitting there for ? Fetch a hurdle, and
we'll carry him in/'
The old man sat without speaking." The tears were
streaming from his eyes, but his face was rigid, and not a
muscle quivered on it. Twice he raised his hand to cross
himself, and dropped it, powerless to lift it right to his
forehead. Something bubbled and gurgled in Ms throat.
" I can see you're crazed with fear/' Prokhor said com-
miserately. " Why didn't I think of sending someone on
to warn you ? I was a fool, a real fool, and no mistake.
Well, get up, Prokoffich, the sick man's got to be carried in
all the same. Where's a rug ? Or shall we carry him in in our
arms?"
" Wait a bit . . /' Pantaleimon said hoarsely. " My legs
seem to have given way. ... I thought he was killed.
Glory be. ... I didn't expect . . /' He tore away the